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DREAM AND MEMORY.

L
Like a radinnt cloudof morn ;
Like dim music In a fann;

Like n rose without a thorn;
Like s fountaln without stain;
Like the moonlight's sflver gleam

Like an image in s stream,
Are the dreams of love.

Like sweet odors In the alr,
Like tue lght in Beauty's eye;
Like the aky at evenlog ere
Its nerial colors die;
Like a solitary star,
Hurning steadfastly afar,
Are the dreams of love.

1L

L'k the mist upon & mountain;
Like & sadow from a cloud;

Like the darkness o'er o fountain;
L'ke a mallen in her shroud;

Like & meteor's lonaly light

Falling throagh the depths of night,

Are love's momories,

Like & dreawm from which we waken
Tremulous with dark emotion;
Like & heart forever shaken
Oia the waves of sorrow's ocoan;
Like whispored words with dying breath,
Like kisses from the lps of deaih,
Are love's memorles,

RIGHTED AT LAST.

He was gone then! There was no
hope! His little cap, and ghoes, and
jncket, found on the bank where he had
Inid them when he went in to bathe—
silly child!<had been enough to con.
vince the mother that her missing boy
wns lost to her. Yet it was elose to
where the river foll into the sea, and
where the tide was strong—how, then,
could she hope? But this latter nows,
the finding of this half-decayed body of
n little boy, which the finder had been
obliged to bury at once—this was too
plain to be denied.  She must pive him
up.

Mrs. Beaufort closel her doors and
sat dowu in her splendid mansion to
mourn, Her servants came and went
around her, but she would see no one
else. Her own kindred were too far
away, across the ocean in the new world,
to come to her; and she had known those
of her hushand's people only during the
year that he had been master of Beau-
fort Manor.

He had been separated from his
friends, a houseless wanderer, and they
had cared nothing for him, till old Mr.
Beaufort, the baohelor lord of the
manor, dying, had, to their astonish.
ment and indignation, left the great for-
tune which they had confidently ex-
pected would be divided between two
families nesrest of kin, to seapegrace,
wandering Bernard Beaufert. It was
for this, then, that they had flattered
and petted the eccentric, orossold man!
It was lor this that they had lied to him
over and over, and vowed that they ex-
pected nothing from him, and wanted
nothing, and came to see only him, not
the manor. They had borne his sar-
donie grins, when he listened to their
falschood, only that Bernard Beaufort,
whom they bardly acknowledged for a
relation, and s American wife, whom
they had uever acknowledged at all,
aud their boy, should inherit Beaufort
Manor and sll the old man's property,
except the £100 apicco which he had
mockingly bequeathed his two cousins
and their twelve children, all told.

It was unbearable! And all because
Bernard had had the art to name his boy
Philip, after the old man. Hed ot
ench of his cousins a Philip-—her eldestp
But he said Philip had given him nono.
tice of the naming, as they had; Fad
asked no christening present; and that
he, the old man, had heard the child's
name only by accident. Therefore, it
must have been named from some recol-
lection.

When the new heir and his wife came
bhome, the relations pocketed their
wrath so far as to visit them. It was
not worth while to shut themselves out
of the place because it was notto be
theirs.

Mrs. Besulort astonished her new rel.
stives, They expected to find & com-
mon person; they found o lady more
highly bred and edueated than them-
sclves. An elogant form, habited with
exquisite tuste; & classionl fuce, purely
pale; rich, dark hair; oright, dark eyes;
admirably sell-possessed—such was the
lady they went to eriticise and patronize,

Scarcely had the bereaved mother
mourned lor her son s month when a
lawyer's missive reached her; and she
awoke to the fact that it was not only
her son who was lost, but the heir of
Beaufort Manor. The relatives and
heirs had allowed her to stay so long
out of regard to her feelings, and be-
cause they would rather she had pro-
posed so go, and they were sorry she
had obliged them to remind her that,
by the lste Philip Beaufort's will, the
property was to go to the son of Ber-
nard, and in case he died childless, to
be divided between two cousins, the
older having the manor for lifs, the
eldest son of the younger to inherit it
at bis death,

The childless widow rose up and went
out of the sorrowful home that had been
hers but & year and a half. No sympa.
thy nor kindness were offered her now,
They pnid her the moderate provision
that had been sassured her and said
“good-bye,’" with no invitation to re.
main or visit them. Bhe was no longer
necessary to them, and they could re-
sent her past coldness,

Even when ber husband died, six

months after thelr coming to the prop-
erty, she did not much sesk their com-
panionship, though they then redoubled
their attonilon, as their hopes in-
craased.,
_ Bernard had been an affectionate but
a dissipsted husband; and if his wife
grieved tor him It was not as one with.
out hope. Little Phillp, her idel, now
two years old, was left her, and she
durned to him with all ber heart.

And now he was gone! Three years
old, and so venturesome! How had he
eluded servants and mother and play-
mates? Heo had done so, in spite of
every oare. The river running pnst
their park had enticed him, and he was
gone. Every effort had been made,
search, advertisoments, rewards effered,
but in vain; and the finding of that lit-
tle body with the golden hair in ourls
about the face had satisfied her. A
ourl had been given the mother, and
putting it side by mide with one she had
out from Philip's head only a month be.
fore, they could not be told apart.

Mrs. Beaufort did not return lo
Americn, as they had expected. She
could not leave the neighborhood where
her darling’s body lay, and where his
innocent soul had takon wing, Shutup
in this secluded house, which to her was
not & home, she abandoned hersell to
grief. DBut after a vear was pnst she
was obliged to rouse herself. Hor health
wad failing, and the good viear, one of
her faithfiul friends, could no longer re.
Irain from reproof.

Mrs. Beaufort was not seliish, and she
was not irveligious, At the call she
lifted her hend, looked about the world
outside her retreat, and saw work
enough to do. At that sight her energy
awoke, and she laid aside her lamenta-
tions. But no one could s¢e her white,
sad face without being convinced that
life had no charm for her. -
And 8o four years passed. The Beau-
torts of the manor had taken uo notice
of her; but some of the country families
still visited her, mod sho had many
friends.  Hour means were small, butall
the poor blessod her; for her kind word
and helping hand were better than
gold.

No one saw the lonely night when
sho wept and kissed those locks of
golden hair, and gazad at the miniature
of her boy's face,

One day the widow had been out on
nn orrand of mercy, and was strolling
slowly homeward in the solt, rich light
of & June sunset. The blossoming
hedges were full of singing birds, the
trees bent over, the nir was silent and
laden with aweet odors.

As she walked slowly alonz the road
n strange gladness stirred in her heart;
for something pleasant had happened
that morning. She had met the viear
that afternoon in her visiting—not for
the first time, by any mecuns, for Mr.
Yernon was kind to the poor, and was
also s kind friend to thisbereaved lady.
But something new had shown itself in
his manner; or if not new, it was, at
least, shown in a decided manner that
seemed new.

The Rev., Mr. Vernon had married

habits, and he has no father. 1 have
known him vince he was two years old.
If you want any more information, ask
it of yours to command,

Jonx Brape,"

A strange enough note, presuming
and inexplicable. She dropped it and
looked at the messenger, a straight,
well-formed boy, with slender hands and
feet. His hair wns light, and eurled
loosely like other hair she had seen,
Hislarge violet eyes wero like other eyes
she had seen before, his mouth, the
dimple in his chin, the turn of the
head—

She gazed on him a moment, like one
in a trance, then started.

“‘Heavens, boy! what is your name?’
she cried Who are you?"

“My name is Phil Phillips,'"" ho an-
swered, with a smile that went to the
hesrt, with o volce that get hertremb-
ling. “Idon’t know who [ am. 1 wns
picked up at sea when 1 was threo years
old."

“But this man, this John Slade, says
he knew you at that time,"” she exclalm-
ed, starting up. “*And be has beew away
only n year."

“Yes," s=aid the boy looking with
wonder to see the lady so ngitated, “*he
came to see me In America, and took
me to Caleutta with him, and he has
been good to me. He told me that my
father was dead, but my mother wns
nlive, and that my name was Phillip,
but would not tell me what else. He
said that you knew who my motheris.
I want to find my mother,” the boy ad-
ded, tremulously. *I don't like going
about the world so.*

What explanation could be made she
knew not. Bot with a mother's intui-
tion she knew her long lost child. She
kissed and questioned him; she listened
to & recital of all his recollections, and
with every word her assurance grew
stronger. His faint recollections of the
great house, the pony carriage, of many
a little incident which she herself re-
called—all were confirmation sirong as
proofs of Holy Writ, :
The next morning Mr. Vernon ealled
tosee Mrs. Beaulort, ond before he had
been with her fifteen minutes they were
engnged.

*'Oh, my dearest, my most true and
disinterested friend!" she suddenly
broke forth, **[ have such news to tell
you: I can keep it no longer. Bay once
again that you leve and choose me poor
aad alone.”

She leaned on his arm, and looked
beautitul, tearful eyes into his face.

“I choose you so, my love," he said,
“1 want nothing with youn."

She leaned a moment on his shoulder,
then gently disengaged herself from his
embrace, and, going to the door of an

early in life, and his wife had lived but
a few years. His best friends thought
that the less snid about the latter the
better, Thegentleman had been drawn
into the marriage at an age when he
should havo beon at his studies, and it
wus a happy thing for him that the
eompsplovship hud been brief, He had
not ecared to repeat the experiment.
With & large cirele of asdmiring friends,
anil quiet, well-kept house, he said to
himself that he would be {foolish to
change. And he had not wished to
change till now. His sympathy had
been aroused by the sorrows of lhe
lovely Mrs. Beaufort, and his tender-
ness by the beauty of her character, But
not until within a few weeks had he
known howdeep that tenderness amd
sympathy were, nor how sweet it would
be to have that fair face and form to
adorn his home, and be forever in his
sight.

To-day, for the first time, the truth
had broken out. It was but a word.
Seelng her look paler than usual, the
young clergyman had asked impulsive-
ly, **Are you ill, Alice?”

It was the first time he had called her
by that ndwme, and the color flashed
over his fnce ug s00n as the words had
passed bis lips. But his bright eyes
dwolt on her face as he saw the answer-
ing blush, the sweeb, sudden smile, the
quick look up into his eyes, then the
drooping glance.

*No, not 11" she stammered, I am
very well,” .

Others came near, and both inter.
rupted and relioved them.  Eaough had
been said for that time.  But when they
parted Mr. Vernon took her hand in
gentls olasp, and asked permission to
come to see hor soon, and thanked her
earncstly when permission was acoord-
ed.
That was all, but it was enough to
change all the world for his tender
lonely hoart.

“How good he is to think of me who
have nothing, when so many younger
aud richer ladies would gladly have had
this preference!”

“There is s little boy waiting to see
you, ma'm," the servant snid when she
entered the cottage. *He has aletter
for you."

“Who is he?'' Mrs. Beaufort asked.

‘“He is a stranger, ma'am, and o prot-
ty lad. I thiak he is s sailor like, but a
gentleman's son."

You ean send him to me,” Mrs Beau-
fort said.

She entered the psrlor, and in & few
moments the messenger stood before
her. Bhe merely glanced at him, scarce-
ly moving, as he gave her the note,
nnd stood, cup in hand, before her as
she road.

It was written coarsely by an ignorant
person, and the name signed was that
of & man-servant who had lived at the
manor when she had been ousted, s
ratainer of ber husbands rellaives, It
was dated Caloutts, and marked *Im-
portant.’

t#Mapay: Ithink you would do well
to adopt this boy as yourson. Perhaps
you will like him almost 88 well, He s

a smart little felfow, and has no bad

inner room, opened it, and beckoned 1o
some one there.

A boy of seven or eight years of age
ran to catch and kiss her hand. She
led him to the vicar.

“It is my little Philip come back from
the dead,” she said, “and I ask you to
leave the vicarage for the wanor,""

Nomatter about proofs. They were
not wanting, and they were convincing.
The Beautorts would own to nothing--
they only gave up and went out of the
usurped inheritance. But the servant,
John Slade, charged the proprietor with
haviog withheld from Mrs. Beaufort the
andvertisement which described the child
that had been pioked up at sea.

““We did not believe that it was the
child," they said, “and we thought it
would only agitate Alice unnecessari-
ly."

It was & lame excuse,
they had.

So Mrs. Beaulort went back to the
great house, proudly leading her son,
and all the people bowed down to her
and congratulated her, of course. And
when the elergyman, Mr. Vernon, left
the parsonage to marry her, more than
one noble gentleman cursed his own
stupidity in not having fullen in love
wiih the widow while there was n
chanece.

bat the best

The Tyranny of Buttons,

Among all the possible arguments for
womun's natural inferiority to man the
only one having resl force has never
been formulated; this is her meek and
unquestioning submission to buttons.

The buttons of the male habiliments
are always coming off, —notably belore
breakfast, when the average husbard is
about ns amiable as & bear with a sore
head. At this time, if he finds a button
loose, he gives it o “'yank," snd then
looks abont helplessly tor his victim,—
the first woman coming into kis fleld of
vision. He hold sthe button up belore
her, says it has *‘come™ off, and she is
expectad to sew it on straightway. Gen-
erally the viotim Is his wife;and though
the baby may be crying, and the Lreak-
fust preparations in noed ot supervision,
while the tyrant himsell has nothing on
earth to do but make his Loilet, and has
moreover, sewing-materialsright before
him on the bureau or dressing-table,
he never rises to the concéption of his
possible competence to supply his own
wants, Woman, in his eyes, is the pre-
ordained supervisor ol buttons; and a
delicate consideration for her rights and
prerogatives is his motive for relegating
the task to herj at least this Is the way
he apologizes, when in a playful mood,
for his Inck of deftness with the needls,
which, a8 » rule, is wholly the Iault ot
the women who had charge of his boy-
hood. They should have taught him to
replace the buttons he is forever wrench-
ing off with his rude fingering. Ose or
two lessons about the time the hoy be-
gins to go to sohool, a little work-box
placed in.his room, costaining neodles,
thread, two or three kinds of buttons,
snd an open-top thimble,~the only kind
that ever should be worn,—and the

problem is solved for s lifetime; lor

whatever one is accustomed to do from
childhood one does easily and dextor-
ously. Women have shown their ca-
paoity fot acoomplishments and attain-
ments supposéd to be exclusivaly mas-
culine. It is time for n corresponding
display of ambition and adaptability on
the part of men; and they oannot make
& better beginning than by lenrning to
sew on their own buttons.

Royal People They Had Met.,
Bardette 1o Burlington Hawkeye,

*One time," the man on the wood-
box said, *“I met three kings. I had
only two little jacks and two queens
with me, and I was compolled to enter-
tain these monnrchs at an expense ol
#172 right on the spot.”

“I met a count under somewhnt sin.i-
lar cireumstances,” said the fat pas<en-
ger; “it was ut a royal assemblage;
Dom Pedro was there, and I had only o
few royal personnges to set oft & whole
cluster of plebeiun tenwpots, and the
count alone cost me &11,"

“I was at Bucking ‘om palace one
night,” remarked che tall, thin passen-
ger, “in Denver. I bucked against the
royal Bengal tiger until 3 o'clock in the
morning, and his majesty cost me ev.
ery thing I had, even down Lo the boots
on my feet, so 1 went to my hotel in my
arctics."

“So much for Bucking'em," said the
Cross passenger.

“You didn't know the prints?"* que-
ried the man on the wood-box.

“*What prioce?’ asked the tall, thin
passenger.

“The prints on the cards," was the
reply.

*No," said the tall, thin pnssenger,
but 1 koew the marquis ngainst me ev-
ery time,"

*It isn't so exciting, but it is much
cheaper and safer,” sald the sad pass-
enger, *‘to sit down 4% & beer table and
enjoy a little dominoes with the du-
chess. "'

““You have met the duchess frequently
then?" asked the cross passenger.
“'Thousands of times,” said the sad
one, ;
**I never sit down at a euchre party,"
remarked the fat passenger, “‘without
the countess."

“*No indeed," they all murmured.
“The counters duke three games out
of five away Irom me Just night," said
the passenger with the sandy goatee.
“That was czard luck,” remarked
the sad passenger.

“That's what made you rajsh 'round
80 when you came in this morning,"
said the man on the “wood-box. *I
heard you mention the shah, too,"

“I was mad," replied the passenger
with the sultin' "' —

*The cool what?" inquired the cross
passenger,

*Eastern sultan," replied the pass-
enger with the sandy goatee,

And then the fat passenger groaned
and said he gave up hope for such a
man. And the woman who talks bass
suddenly looked up from under her
black gloves and wanted to kaow what
under the sun they were talking abour.

*Royal people we have met," timidly
said the bashiul passenger, who got in
at the last station.

The woman who talks bass snarled
under her breath.

“You rile everybody you meet,” she
said, and the disoussion went out like a
kerosene lawp in & breezy railway.

e —————————

A Valuable Coln,

An expert coin dealer says the most
valuable modern coin is & Confederate
Stiates silver dollar, which s valued at
$1,000. There were only a few of these
coina struck. The Conlederate Govern-
ment had the dies made and a few coins
were struck at the New Orleans Mint
for the Inspection of the Confederate
officials, They tound, however, that
they had no silver, and no more were
coined. Joff Davis says he had one of
these coins on his person when he was
eaptured, but some one took possession
of it—he does not know who. Possibly
it may be in cirenlation yet asn genuine
coin of the United States. QOue gide of
the coin was in fact made with a regu-
lar die used in the New Orlenns Mint to
strike off United States silver dollars.
The other side was specially devised for
the purpose. The legend rends: *Con-
federate States of Ameriea.”” Thore is
a shield, with bars and seven stars, sur-
mounted by s liverty eap. The shield
is inclosed by a wreath composed of eot-
ton and sugar stalks,

In the poljce court at Chicago, a wile
thus ingeniously explained away serious
charges of harsh trestment of her poor
husband. “One day when she was run-
ning across the room, with a fork in her
hand, he jumped inthe way and struck
his wrist against the fork, wrenching it
from her grip by the prong, which he
ran into his wrist. Thep he attempted
to strike ber, butshe held up o pan of
hot waLer between them, and he spilled
it all over his bead, Then he got still
more angry at this accident, and started
to jump at her, but his head came
against hor hand and he fell down. Bhe
took hold ofhis hair to raise him up,
but it was so molstened by the hot water
that it came off. Then she eaw 1L was
no use to reason with him any longer,
snd she lelt the house,"

lor fire, intently watobing the hands of
the clook as they slowly erawled around
to the biggest striking place. Sudden-
ly she sald: “Mr. Lordand, can you
tell me why you are like s century
plant?** Mr. L. nervously adjusted his
oye glass, wiggled about in his chair
snd stammered; Because I live Tor—
for—forever? “No, you dunce; its be-
onuse It takes youso long to leave."

CHILDREN'S CORNER..
MIsS LOLLIPOP'S HOUSERREPING,

Wide Awake.

Misa Lollipop thonght she must halp

To wash up the dishes and wipe off the ahelf,
To brush off the table and sweep up the Aoor,
And clean off the stalns from the paint on the

Bhe put on her apron and pulled up her
aleavr—

Bhe didn’t want work that waa only make-
bellave;

“For muxrers who've dot yittle chillens,' sald

she,
“Must have yittle housekeekers; dat’s what
' be.?

Little Misa Lollipop went through the room

Whisked the dust high with the edge of her
broom,

Broke the poor cup which she dropped on her

L]
Left the paint twenty times worse than be-
fore.

Spattered and splashed—but O! how eould I
chide

The little keart swelling with sweet helpful
pride?

“For bow would my muzzer be able,” sald
the,

‘To get fro her work If she didn't have mel”

Dearer the love In the sunny blue eyes,

Chan the dust she Is ralsing which fades as it
Nles

Better to mies the best cup on the shelf,

Than chill the desr heart which 18 giviog It-

sell,

Dear little Lolllpop we are like you,

Bpolling the work we are trylog to do—

But surely the Father, who loves us, will heed,
And take (o his kindness the will for the doed |

A Child's Victory.

By C. H.

Tiarper's Young People.

Oa the rug belore the open fire sat
Pussie, her hend against her Aunt’ knee,
her Skye in her arms—a picture of con-
tent.  After o silence of at least two
minutes she drew s long breath—solong
that Aunt Kitty laguhed, and asked her
what the matter was,

With « good deal ol hesitation the lit-
tle girl answered, ina very sad voice,
“Because it is almost time to go to
bed.”

“Pussie, why don't you like to go to
bed P

“Because—becanse—I don't want to
say."

“Then I will tell you why. Shall I,
dear®

“Ob, auntie, you dor't know.
oan not even guess why."

Aunt Kitty stooped over and whisper-
ed something, which had the effect of
bringing Pussic on her feet, as she ex-
clasimed, “Why! how did yon know?"
“I once was a little girl myself,

dearp"

“Oh yes, I know; but then you never
folt ns I foel about the dark."

“Don't be too sure of anything, little
one. What would you say if I told you
that I found out your fear of the dark
just because I used to feel just ns you
do now"

Still incredulous, Puasie shook her
head saying. *“'But when did it go
away? You are not afraid of anytning
now

“Come here, and [ will tell you," and
tnking the child on her knee, Aunt
Katherine told her]ittle story of her
own lile, A

“When I wes o child I was as timid

as & huve. I was very ehy; I did not
like strangers, and I did not care for
companions ol my own age. I was per-
fectly bappy with my mother and father
and my beloved dolls. Now you see
you bave the advantage of me, for you
are not shy, you are fond of little girls
and boys, and then, too, you have your
dogs and yopr pony: Now I was so
afraid of a dog that the sight of one, as
far off as I could see him, filled me with
such terror that I instinotively drew up
my swall legs, and then took to my
heels. I was so afraid of a worm that
I have gone a whole bloek out of the
way to avoid passing one, I am alraid,
Pussie. that 1 wns a born coward, but
nothing wus so absolutely awful to see
us the dark. A famiiinr room was bad
enough when unlighted, but one that
was unoccupied wus to me the most
truly horrible place that could be con-
celved of. The windows, with their dis-
tinetly defined snghes, were ene of the
most frightful features to me, and I re.
member lying awanke at night and see-
ing the four or eight white squares in
the darkness, and trembling with fear—
of what I did not know." And Mi
Kstherine heard a little murmur. @
*OL, Auontie, it always frightened me
so! I am glad itirightened youto.” And
with a closer cuddle she says, ‘‘Please
goon."
Once my father spoke to me about it,
rensoning with me most lovingly a
tenderly, never uttering one word
ridicule or of reproach, telling me
no one else could help me in ove
log the dread of darkness, but ¢
might conquer it myself, I
wonder if I should ever fesl as he did

You

every way.

“Some little time passed awsl, and
when I wus about seven or elghl years
old an iden flashed though myfbrain
and I will tell you what I did,

“‘It was just about this hour, lweon
six and seven o'clock, and at thif season
of the year, when I made up my mind
to explore the whole house in the dark,
8ir John Franklin and Dr, Kane (you
remember [ was telling you about them
only lust night?) could not have had a
firmor convietion o! the daagers they
wore braviog than I had at that mo-
ment, Tho Dark was quite as unknown
a region to me ss the north pole to
them, and got thick with terrible risks
and perils; but having made upmy
mind to do it, the pessibility of retroat
did not ooour to me, for I remember I
felt s if it were a sort of duty, a promise
to my father; so I walked out of the
room where all the family were sitting

by the fire.light, and began to go up

the first Might - cf stairs in the baok part
of the bouso—nnll lited save by =
ground-glass window, tnrough which
the hall lnmp threw a dim light. [ had
made up my miad to begin with the
worst, and wont stendily up, one, two,
three, four flighta of stairs; the last led
to the sttie, divided into two rooms—

onpled, the inner one unfinished, and
each lighted by n window in the roof,
and communicating by s little door, so
low ihat, small as I was, I conld not
stand upright in passing through. In
utter darkne ss I olimbed the steep stairs,
closing the door at the foot, and at Jast
found mysell groping my way Into the
inger gltio 1 had just deseribed. Then
on my hands snd knees I orawled un-
dor the eaves, breathless and trembling ;
I lett no corner unexplored. I remem-
ber going back more than once to be
sure that I had not ‘shrinked." In this
way I wont into every room, erawling
under every bed, which was an especial
horror to me; I didn't know why—do
you, Pussief"

“Oh auntle, it is dreadfl under the
beds!"

“But what is it you are afraid of? Are
you siraid that some one is concenled
who will hart you?"'

“*No, indeed; I don't know what it is,
but I always feel that something is hid-

den there, auntie—something aw-
ful,”

“Well, Puossie, so did I, and as1
erawled out from ench bed I lelt [ had a
narrow eseape,expecting the next wonld
revenl the dreadful thing. And all this
time the windows seemed to grinat me;
but I thought of my Iather, and of his
telling me that I could ‘conguer if I
only tried,’ and I went on, ¢losing the
door of every room a3 I went in, going
fnithfully into every closet, and foeling
with my hands under every plece of
furniture which was not set close to the
floor. It was such a long time to me! [
felt as if I had not seen my tather and
mother for hours; but at last T began to
feel that I was near the end, and I recall
going back and exploring for the second
time the unknown region under the last
bed, beenuse I felt in my heart that I
had not been honest about it. I was
conscious that the loft corner nearest
the window had not been really investi-
gated. At last it was finished, and I
can remember how I felt when I epen-
ed Lthe door of the room where the oth-

ers were Iasughing snd talking, with

bright lights and the fire—I can remem-
ber my bewildered foeling; as if waking
from sleep, and the sensation of huving
been saved from something; and when

my father put his hand out to me and
drew me to his side, asking where his
little girl had been all the time, and [
cuddled up to bim as you are doing
now, dearie, I was so happy as I whis-

pered back so softly that none of the
rest could hear. ‘I have been every-

where in the dark. under the beds and
all.’ 1 shall never forget the look he
gave me as he drew meo closer to him,

and kissed me, and whispering back,

“My brave little girl"  And when by-

and-by my mother’s lovely eyes beamod

upon me as she stooped nnd kissed me,

I felt quite repaid for all my distress,

and, my darling, ¥ never afterwards

swflered in the same way. Of course I

had littlo thrills and panies, but only

for s moment. I could always eend

them awsy when I thought of my fath-
er's kiss, If I had any conrage, it is due
to my dear father's loving reasoning,to

his patience aad his sympathy.”

Both arms were round Miss Kather-

ine's neck, and Pussie sald, gently,

“Auntie, I will try.'* And she aid try,

and did conquer her foolish lears so
thoroughly that the dark has lost its
terrora for her, and a braver little girl
oan not be found in the eountry,

Boys.

Some people imagine that' the world
was made for men. All a mistake; it
was simply intended for boys to amuse
themselves in.  Who enjoys life excopt
the boy, if we exoept an oceasional girl
or two? Nobody. Grown-up folks try
to think they do, snd some really im-
agine they do, but they are mistaken,
Mgn work themselves up into s fever of
excitemont over an election. They hold
mass-weetings and got up torch-light
rocessions of grest length and noisy
roar, but do they get any fum out of it?
Not a bit, Ifis the boys on the outside
who do that, They ave the ones who
build the bonfires on street corners,
and they do a large share of the hurrah-
ing. Men in & possession move along
as solemnly as though they were going
to their owan funeral, if such a thirg
were possible, but the boy who observes
them from the curb-stone or who trots
along close to the d-um-major, is all
animation and joy, He takes it all in,
anit is the freshust ome in the party

about it, nud be as brave ns he was u""h'“‘ the tramp is completed, no mat-

ter how long he is in passing & muli-
tude of given points. No one gets
sueh keen enjoyment out of a play as
the gallery god. And all oircuses in
the country sre gotten up with an eye
single to his speoial amusement, 1f
wa could be a girl again we would be a
boy.

A Princely Boy.
In the palace of a small German cap-
ital & Geoman duchess, disting@hed for
her good seuse and kindness of heart,
was colebrating her birthday. e
The eourt congratulations were over,
and the lady retired from the scene of
feativity te the seclusion of her private
rooms. Presently she heard Nght foot.
stops coming up the stairs,

“Ah!" sho sald, ‘‘there are my two
lstle grandsons coming to congratulate
.|I H

‘Two rosy lads, ten. and twelve years
of nge, came in, one named Albert,
tha other Ernest. They affectionately

the outer ono finished but never oo-

greetod the duchess, who gave ench of
them the customary present of ten louls
d'or (about $48) and related to them the
following suggestive anecdote:

“Thete onoe lived sn Emperor in

who ubed to say that no one
should go away sorrowing from an in-
terview with a prince, He was always
doing goed and caring for his people,
and when, one eveniag at supper, ho re-
membered that he had not done an ‘act
of kindness to any one during the day,
he exolaimed, with regret and sorrow,
‘My frionds, I have lost a day.' My
children, take this emperor for your
model, and live in & princely way like
hlm."

The boys went down the stairs de-
lighted. At the palnoe gate they met
a poor woman, wrinkled and old, and
bowed down with trouble."

“Ah, my good young gentlamen,"
snid she, ‘‘bestow o triflo on an aged
creature. My cottage is going to be
sold for a debt, and I shall not have any-
whore to lay my head. My goat, the
only mesus of support I have, has been
seized; pity an old woman and be char-
itable.”

Ernest nssured her that he hndn't sny
change and passed on. Albert hesitated.
He thought & moment of her pleading
look and toars came to his eyes. The
story of the Roman Emperor came into
his m'nd. He took from his purse the
whole of the ten louis d'or and gave
them to the woman. Turning away
with a heart light and satisfied, he left
the old woman weeping for joy. The
boy was I'rince Albert, o! England,
justly called “Albert the Good,” and
alterward the husband of Queen Vie-
toria."

He 1s an Ass.
Whesllag Leader,
If humanity continues ns gullible as
it has shown itselfin the lnst few years,
wo shall advocate a new kind of school
primer in order that people may learn
in their childhood what you can't beat
into some of them with a triphammer,
cven when they are old enough to go o
Congress.
One lesson we should advocate hav-
ing fixed up in something after this
style:
*‘What is three card monte?"
“It is a bad, bad game."
“‘Who plays three card monte?'"*
“One man who looks iike a farmer.
One man who looks like a new-school
philosopher.™
“Can two play this gamep"
“Yes, my child. Even four can play
at this game.”
““What does the fourth man doP"
‘‘He gets left, my child. He gets
badly left. He loses all his money.
He pulls his hair and uses wicked
words,
“Then the fourth man is an aas for
playing."
*He is an nss."

e et~

New Use for Saw-Bust.
The Lumbermansays: We have been
shown & model of a car wheel consist-
ing of an iron rim of seven inches out-
ward diameter one half inch thick, fit-
ted with a well-proportioned hub the
space between the hub and rim filled
with pine saw-dust, pressed in so solidly
that we are ready to believe the asser-
tion that resting the iron beams upon
bearings, o pressure equal to 23 tons
applied to the hub failed to develop any
signs of weakness. We hesitate in
these days of progress to- sssert that
anything is impossible, and we begin to
think that even saw-dust possesses ele-
ments of value hitherto unsuspected,
and that the day may come when the
filled groundsadjacent to saw-mills may
be seen to have o great value in the me-
chanical development and utilization of
the now useless debris placed upon them
to get it out of the way., Saw-dust car
wheals, saw-dust brick, saw-dust fence
posts, railroad ties, and even saw-dust
window snd door frames; wainsconating
and moldings, begin to appesr among
A Wood-Splitting Machiae.

A novelty in mechanies is & wood
splitting muchine. It aots exactly npon
the guillotine principle. An enormous
axe, weighing, with its fistures, 200
pounds, runs up sud down between two
uprights, and is controlled by a pair of
levers. Asthe section of s log drops
Irom the buzz saw, it roils down an in-
cline to the splitser. Here & workman
places it under the axe, which, descend
ing, splits it with almost inoredible ease
nnd dispateh, The toughest and knot-
tiest “*old setters,” whioh it would take
n man & half & week to splitwith an or-
dinary sxe, nre disposed of in n sooond.
The rapidicy with which it works may
be imagined from the fact that it can
spht wood ns fnst as it can be sawed in
the mill. It does 88 much work ina
given time as 20 men could scoom-
plish.

W here the Lumbi Goes,

Evnr, new settler nfhn the fertile
prarvies, says the Northwestern Lumber-
man, neguore d to the vast
army of lufiber consume™ one more
new house to be built, one more barn,
one more 40 acredof land to be lenced,
one more and perhaps a dozon corn
oribs needed, But It means more; it
means an extension of raliroad lines
wigh the vast consumptien of lumber
oonsequent thereupon, it means an ad~
ditional incemtive to other projected
sottlers to take [arms near the flrst
comer; it means ohurches, school honses
and stores, sidowalks, paved streets and
manufacturers, and it means new ohan~
nels of enterprise constantly opening
which add to the yearly increasing de-
mand for lumber. These explain what
becomes of the emormous amount of
lumber - the saw-mills of the *
Northwost &ro yearly grinding out.




